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was quite amusing about it, of course, but it was dis-
tinctly depressing to think that very soon she would be
gone, probably for ever. On the Sunday they both went
round to have tea with Major Ansdell, who was quite
absurd and provided them with an enormous sticky tea
-bless him!-but it was really all rather sad. And on
Monday and Tuesday there was quite a frantic bustle at
the office. Mr. Smeeth turned himself into a faintly
apologetic slave-driver, and Mr. Dersingham ran in and
out like a large pink fox terrier.
The next morning they learned the reason foi Al this
fuss. Mr. Smeeth, after visiting the private office, came
back looking rather important, and said: "Mr. Golspie's
leaving us to-day."
Every one of them looked surprised, and three of
them, Miss Matfield, Turgis, and Stanley, looked either
startled or disappointed.
"He's not going for good, Is he, Mr. Smeeth?'* asked
Turgis, before anyone else could speak.
He had spoken for Miss Matfield, who felt, she did not
know why, the most acute anxiety. For some strange
reason, which had certainly nothing to do with business,
for at heart she did not care a rap whether Twigg and
Dersingham sold all the veneers and inlays in England
or drifted into bankruptcy, she hated the thought of Mr.
Golspie leaving them. At one stroke it flattened the
whole life of Angel Pavement, __
"He's not going for good, I'm glad to say," Mr.
Smeeth replied, enjoying their suspense. "He's only
going back for a short visit, on our business, to the place
he came from, up there in the Baltic. I don't know how
long he'll be away. He doesn't know exactly himself yet.
But he's sailing this afternoon, going the whole way by

